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THE G. C. G.

MMy lyings of the (Rub of Ourious

. Urates.

X MiQTIisT QUELLED.

33he JHaaaated Ship and Her
loomed Grew.

TffiS LAST MEETING-- .

All Interruption and the End of
It All.

1BST 1KIB03-- . 3JASQN-- A. SHUFBLDT, V. S. 2f.

SBBSE SHOOIS THE MATE.

I OTJ dog,' I shouted,
Sh yf 'stop your mutinous

gabble, or Til clapt&kvi. you in irous myself! '
"He gave a cry

that was more a
shriek, and, jerking
from the bosom of his
shirt a long knife,
sprang at me. He
was too far away. He
never reached me.

There was a loud re-

port, aburst ofsmoke,
and Boyd lay quiv-
ering upon the deck
with a bullethole

owr bis riht eye, where the swift messen
ger of fleaUi bad crashed througii bis brain.

I jumped over his body and covered, the
oilier two men with my brace of pistols.

4Dwa! Dawn on your knees quick !

Up with your bands, both of you!'
Titey hesitated a second, then down they

Tveat, The big Scotchman came running
afo wish some of the men. I shouted to
htw:

Jronsi Jump down into the cabin.
33harerea ooaple of pairs under the Iran- -

EWM 1

He was down and up in a jiffy, and we

cHppei ttoem on in no time. The men were
aHboHt looking aft and excitedly talking
to each oilier. I shouted to two of them,
etilfsg their names. At first they did not
oar to obey. But after a while, when I
ifcrewteaed theni, they sulkily came towards
nte. I gave thorn an order to take up the
after-gratin-g to the hold. This they did
Tvish tfee aeeistsnee of the Scotchman. I
had the two prisoners put down with the
oajgo and t&e grating put on again. I then
ceiled all hands aft and made a short speech
to them. I pointed out the horrors of any
nmfciny and the certain punishment for it in
any port in the civilized world. I dwelt
forcibly upon this. They listened intently,
wf& much nodding of heads, hitching of
iroesers and spitting.

"2fw,' I finally said, as I carefully re-C- v

ked both pistols and held them exposed,
'every man who returns to his duty, walk
across the deck.'

They went over in a body. I put my
petals in my pockets, and, after telling the
men to jarry the body of Boyd forward,
went into the cabin. I laid the weapons on
fhe cabin table and poured out and drained
a glass of spirits ; it had been a pretty excit-

ing day. Then I went to the door of the
Boatswain room and tapped upon the bulk-
head. There was no answer. I pulled
aside the old green baize curtain that ran
on rings that moved along the brass rod. I
started back in horror.

"The Boatswain lay flat upon his face
oa the floor stone dead, with a terrible
dfrk-wotr- ad in his back that had reached
the heart! And, of course, I knew whose
dtrk had done the awful and cowardly deed.

"3vv. 10. For the last three weeks we
liave been beating and tacking northward
against the strongest northwest wind I ever
experienced. It has sometimes amounted
to almost a gale, and hit us straight in our
teeth.1 "We had not made, by my closest
calculations, 50 miles on our course all that
time. I was getting to be a little frightened.
Oar stock of water was getting a little low.
The men had settled down to good be-

havior, bet we were shorthanded. I had
kept the mutineers in irons nil the time,
taking off the hatch only to give them air
sd food. What with the loss of the First
and Second Mates and Boatswain, and the
stave-mentione- d prisoners, the men were
pitted out with the constant hauling and
piling and head winds. The prospect was
Tiot bright.

' 'Kov. 20. The same terrible head wind,
and little or no headway. I am very anxi-
ous. The men are getting uneasy. Our
wter pretty low and provisions scarcer. Our
limejuiee all gone. Have a few cases of
pickles, but the situation is alarming.' To-wttr- ds

the middle of this day and date the
weather changed, but the wind came in the
same direction exactly. The barometer fell
oragidiy and the sky was densely overcast.
By nightfall it was blowing again a heavy
northeast gale, with a big sea. The ship
was hove to on the port tack. Presently
one of the men came aft and told me that
hehadjustseenalight off our port bow. I
weat forward with him. I fonnd a knot of
men huddled together on the forecastle, all
looking seaward. One or two had seen it,
but not all. I looked for some time, but I
couldn't make out anything. Suddenly one
of them shouted out:

'There it be, Captain ; there it be! '
"'Then all the men saw it and eagerly

pointed it out to me.
" See it, sir ? See it there ! there ! '
"I could see nothing.
'"life close to us, sir! on the

water like a duck, sir! It may be a small
boat, an awful night to Tie out in one ! '

"'Jump aft, one of you, and fetch a light

anil a rocket They are under the "break of
the poop.'"

The man who Trent came back presently
with two rockets, a blue-lig- ht and a sea-lanler- n.

I leaned over against the forecastle
railing, and fired the rocket After the rush
of its radiant ascent and its purple stars had
died out in the stormy sky, we all peered
out into the gloom again. The light had
gone. Suddenly, during an interval in the

"Dowx on Youn Knees, Quick."
crash that the tremendous seas made against
our bows, I heard a long, plaintive cry the
cry of a human being in deadly distress.

"'Good God!' exclaimed one of the men,
seizing auother "by the arm; 'what's that?'

"It sent a thrill of horror through me.
"'Shout back, Tobias. Shout back, all of

yon, when I give the word.'
"Our united voices were lost in the wild

winds that shrieked through our rigging.
"'Light the blue-light- .' It cast its flame

upon a circle of ragi sea it gave uu--

earthly color to the faces of the rough men
around me, and marked in inky shadows
the outlines of straining rigging and sway-

ing spars. But we saw the light no more nor
heard the unearthly cry.

" ' Keep a sharp watch, one of you. I'll go
on the foreyard.'

" The wind cut my face as I sat down on
the huge yard, close to the foremast, and
held on to the fore-riggi- ng for support.
Heavy clouds were flying across the storm-rive- n

sky. The vast sea looked black and
angry, and struck the laboring bark with
terrible force. I peered out in every direc-

tion for a long time. I could see absolutely
nothing.

'"Poor fellow,' I muttered', 'God help
him.5 f

"This, gentlemen," said Serge slowly, "is
the blessed year of grace 1888, but as sure
as I am a living man, a human voice replied
to me.

"The wordswere hardly out of my mouth,
when a shrill voice close to my ear an-

swered:
"'Poor fellow, poor fellow! A hard night;

a nasty, black and stormy night Serge ! '
"I turned quickly towards the souud.

As there is an Almighty God, seated on the
yard by my side was the form and

HATED FACE OF ALFRED BOYD!

The same malicious smile; the same droop
of the eyelids; the same black mustache,
and a bullethole in his forehead, just over
the right eye !

" I stared at him ; I could only slare.
Every nerve in me was upon a needle's point.
The power of muscular action deserted me.
I could not raise my hand or voice. I began
to lose my senses. I quivered in every limb.
I dropped my hold of the rigging and buried
my face in my hands before I dared to look
again. Years seemed to pass and ages to
shock my views of life and immortality. I
thought, thought, rapidly and wildly
thought. The wind howled its fierce mono-
tone ; the great ship rose and fell to the dark
and thundering sea, and the black storm-clou- ds

rushed across the blacker sky. But
what was this my human eyes had seen ?

I slowly raised my head at last, and turned
my face to it.

" The vision had gone !

" ' Dec. 13. The same head wind, unchang-
ing, steady as the needle of a compass.
"What we sometimes make in the day we as
surely lose at night. Gale after gale we have
ridden out Blow after blow, all from the
same direction. Little by little the ship is
being forced farther south and the weather
growing colder and more boisterous. The
water is now very low.' I had made my
mind up a dozen times to change our course
to the eastward and try to Teach Java or
some of the outlying islands. It was too
late now. The ship had neither the water
nor provisions for so long a voyage, and we
were far south now of the Cape of Good
Hope. One two days before this I was
walking on the poop, when I saw a man
come aft and stand by the mainmast. He
took off his cap, a sign that he wanted to see
me. I went down the ladder to him. His
name was Hansen, a Swede, a good worker
and a fine seaman.

" ' "What's the matter, Hansen ? '
"I'm sick, Captain; very sick.'
" ' Where sick, lad? tell me.'
"He threw back his head, and opening his

mouth wide thrust out his tongue. I looked
at him closely. He closed his mouth again.
I told him I thought I could help him, and
would send him something. He went for-

ward. I went aft and continued my walk
up and down the poop. Only my hands
were clenched behind me, and fears were
griping tight about my heart Yes, I knew
what was the matter with him.

HE HAD SCUEVY!
'" Dec. 23. In my position to-da- y I found

that we had lost not less than GO miles to
the southward. What, I wonder, is going
to become of us? Three days ago Hansen
died of the dreaded scurvy. We buried
him yesterday. There are four new cases
to-da- y. The little water left is stale and
brackish. We have had no rain. There is
not a drop of limejuice in the vessel or a
quart of vinegar. We have gotten down to
the last tier of barrels of the tough salt
beef. We make no keadway,and are rapidly
falling away from the track of commerce.

i'--- aSftA,

We try to force her ahead. We strain the
braces till they crack. Day by day the
same story. We have not got to make
northing. We can reach no land to the"

east or west. We must keep on on, now;
there is no alternative.

" ' Dec. 29. I released the prisoners to-da- y.

They went willingly to work. They were
much emaciated by their long conGnement,
but glad to get out. I have put the crew
on an allowance of water and provisions.
There are nine men down with scurvy.
There is but little hope for three of them.
Nearly all the crew suffer more or less. It
leaves us counting myself and the China-

man but 10 working hands. What am I
to do?

"'Jan. 6. We buried two men to-da- y

Thaus and Thompson, both good sailors. I
have but two weeks' more water, though
using it with the utmost economy. The
beef will last about a month. We make no
northing, and we are almost too weak-hande-d

to swing her yards. I made a speech to
the men to-da- and counseled courage and
patience. They are a sorry-lookin- g set.

"'Jan. 13. Conditions in every way as
related in my last entry. We committed to
the sea this last week the bodies of three
more men, all victims of the scurvy. Two
more will undoubtedly die to-nig- ht. There
are but four working hands on deck, and we
rarely swing the yards. The Annie sails
herself upon a listless sea.'

"The entries from this date," said Serge,
closing the volume with his finger between
the leaves, " become nearer and nearer in
times, but of shorter narration. The scourge
of scurvy continued. Water grew scarcer.
The provisions were very low, and deaths
frequently occurred. The ship vainly
strived to get north. The wind never
changed. She lost mile after mile, which
she never regained. I turn to the entry one
week later than that I have just read to you.
The handwriting is, of course, my own. It
is weak and trembling. I read:

"'Jan. 20. I must be brief. We have
but a cask of muddy water left. The last
barrel of beef is under the forecastle. There
remain alive on board but five, counting
myself. The tall Scotchman, who has so far
kept up, was attacked by the scurvy to-da- y.

He was my last stronghold. We have seen
no passing vessels for weeks. We see noth-

ing but a boundless sea, and feel nothing
but the hated northeast wind.

alone! alone!
"'Jan. 27. I am alone God help me

on this vessel. I am weak and much ema-

ciated. I am determined to live. With the
deaths that occurred, the time that the small
stock of provisions would last, of course in-

creased. I made an enumeration. I have
water enough for from 10 to 12 days. Pro-

visions for 20. The weather, fine and cold.'
The Annie sailed along by herself, heading
east-southea- st. Of course I could do noth-
ing further in the management of the ship.
I spent my days walking about the decks,
and my nights in dreamless sleep. There
was nothing else for me to do.

" ' Feb. 18. I have managed to live, with
strict economy, by myself, 22 days upon the
hapless vessel. The weather, all that time,
has been clear and bracing. Fresh, cold
winds, and a steady course east-southea- st.

I have been busy the last 10 days in getting
ready to use, in case of necessity, the yawl
that hangs astern of the Annie. I have
provisioned her, and placed everything I
thought could bo of necessity to me. It has
given me something to do, and to think
about. I am stronger and better to-da- y

than for some time.'
" One night I awoke suddenly. I did not

know the time. I heard the ticking of my
chronometer, but felt too drowsy to get up.
What use was it? I listened to the swash
of the gentle water against the ship's out-

side. I could hear, now and then, in the
clear air of night, the creak of some idle
block or the flapping of some half-fille- d sail.
I was chilly. I drew the clothes about me
closer, and turned upon my side with
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"I Rested on My Oabs and Staked at

What I Saw."
my face towards the little cabin. Great
God! there was a dim light burning
there, and I knew I had left none lit! I
lay back trembling with fear; for, be it re-

membered, I was much weakened with con-

stant strain, want of proper food and long
exposure. Presently I became more com-

posed. I thought that I might have been
mistaken about the light. I gradually gath-
ered sufficient courage to get up; I slipped
on my clothes before I left the room, for I
intended to take a stroll on deck to cool my
nerves. This completed, I drew back my
curtain and stepped into the little cabin.

"I staggered to the cabin wall at what I
saw. I felt, with nerveless fingers, the
smooth paint, and even the seams in the
woodwork behind me. I breathed labori-
ously and with a tightening feeling, as of a
strap of steel about my chest. I could utter
no word. Speech and sense and thought all
had fled me. Vision alone remained.

A SPIEIT VISITANT.
"Seated at tho table, with head bent

down, with crouching figure, with the dim
light falling upon his black and curly hair,
sat the dead mutineer, Boyd! He was busy
writing with a pencil upon a slip of paper.

He rested a moment, as if in deep thought,
then nervously erased some word and re-

wrote it swiftly. Presently he impatiently
pushed the paper away from him, and rested
his head upon his enormous hand. At last
he slowly turned his face to me and smiled.
He sat back in the cabin chair and stared at
me. He brought his fingers up and twisted,
calmly, his black mustache; then ran his
palm over the livid scar above hi3eye. How
long this lasted I cannot tell. I only knew
that he beckoned me and pointed to a chair.
I could not resist I took it. He rested
both elbows on the table and faced me, gaz-

ing steadily at me. His unearthly presence
seemed slowly, like some odious vapor, to
surround me; my mind was weak and
weary ; my nerves shattered and astray. I
felt creeping over me the coming of lethargy
and dreamy unconsciousness. My eyes fell
from his, and I slowly slipped from my seat
to the cabin floor; but not before I heard a
hollow voice repeat:

" 'At last, at last, this restless spirit may
hope to find an endless sleep.'

"There is little more to tell," said Serge,
closing the little book and placing it in his
pocket. " There is nothing more in this vol-

ume. I will briefly end the story of my ter-

rible experience. When I came to myself I
was prone upon the floor. The light was
still burning, but very dimly. I looked
about me, after I got upon my feet. There
was no one in the cabin. Quickly I detected
the smell of smoke of the burning of light
wood. I staggeredto .the cabin door. I
threw it open. A blinding volume of thick
smoke came in. All my senses were now

"These was a Loud Repokt."
alive. I sprang on on deck. Before I had
reached the hold, a column of white and
roaring flame shofeup the great hatch almost
in my face. Toe lumber load was a mass of
heat. I could hear tke roaring of the fire in
tlie bowels of the s. X knew I had but a
moment to spare. Jr 4uiekly Tan to my boat
and lowered it into the water. The sea was
smooth and it was nearly m. I clam-

bered down into'her and cut the tackles that,
held her. I pulled away a couple of hun-

dred feet. Then I looked back at the vessel.
" It did not take long for the whole ship to

became one mass of flame. Soon the fire
reached her masts, her rigging and her half-fille- d

sails. Like fi ery snakes it crept aloft ;

like ropes of crimson it swathed her spars ;

in sheets of crackling blaze it surged about
her canvass. I rested on my oara and stared
at what I saw, I drew my breath and
thanked my Maker, for, by the little cabin-hatc- h,

I saw standing, with folded arms and
drooping head, now wrapped in the seething
fire, the gaunt form of my spirit foe the
Second Mate, Alfred Boyd!

THE KESCUE.
" The following morning I was picked up

by the English ship Laura Thorn. She had
been attracted by the burning of the hap-

less Annie Dolorous, and had changed her
course to the rescue. She carried me to
London, the last survivor of the most re-

markable adventure in sailing distant seas
that ever fell to the lot of man."

Serge bowed to the company assembled,
and resumed his seat.

At this moment there came a loud ring at
the rusty doorbell of the clnb. One of the
Lascars hastened to it. All awaited in quiet
surprise.

QUEEREST OF THE QUEEE.
The Lascar was closely followed by a tall,

thin man, with a sharp, hatchet face aud
prominent nose. He wore a high, much- -

battered, tall hat, which was shoved back
on his head so as to expose its almost total
baldness. His body was clothed in a long,
seedy black coat, that almost touched the
floor. His whole appearance was indicative
of perfect carelessness as to dress or ap
pearance. His hands were long and bony ;

his manner exceedingly nervous and excit-
able, and his glance penetrating. It was the
long-abse- nt member of the club, Dr. Kliniki.
He carried under his arm a long, but square,
tin box, such as arp commonly used for ker-osin- e,

for it had on top the usual little
spout projecting, to pour out the oil. In
this spout was a small cork. He placed this
box upon the table. Then he spread out
both hands upou the cloth, and leaning for-

ward, still standing, he fairly glared in turn
at each member of the C. C. C. Finally, he
jerked put, in a harsh, shrill voice:

"Good-evenin- g, gentlemen!"
Some of the members bowed, others did

not return the salutation, but all looked uu-eas- y,

"I have inclosed in this receptacle," and
he placed his bonyiand upon it, "what do
you think? Can you guess? It is the re-

sult of my life's woxk ! Of years of untiring
study! Of nights of stupendous dreams?
Of hours of yearning and earnest prayers
for hope and success !

"It is a human soul!"
He looked down upon the greasy box with

a grim smile, aud placed his other hand
upon it. ,

"It is a human, immortal sonl, preserved
in the wonderful fluid I havo finally suc-

ceeded in manufacturing. It cannot escape
except through this little spout. And I
have corked that up tight, yon see."

He griuned at his own conceit, and shook
liis head in a wiselmanner. Several niem--4

bers of tho club had risen from their seats
and were moving awajT.

"Lift me up!" shouted the man at the
head of the table. "Lift me up and take
me out ! " The Lascars did so.

"Wait! Wait!" shrieked the Doctor.
"You do not believe me ! You doubt, all of
you. See, I will prove it! I will show it
to you ! It speaks ; it is ! "

He had hastily drawn the cork. His
quick hand took something from his pocket.
It was a match. He struck it on the breast
of his shabby coat and held its flame to the
little nozzle !

There was a loud report. The room was
filled with smoke and fire, and pieces of the
can flew over the room; streams of some
liquid ran in blazing flames of bluish fire
over the table, on the floor, and reached the
heavy curtains. The whole room was ablaze !

Dr. Kliniki lay senseless upon the now
blazing carpet.

Serge and the Man with the Scar on His
Face lifted the prostrate form and hurried
with it to the door. The rest of the mem-

bers, realizing what was about to happen,
had already fled. In the street the Man
with the Feminine Voice calmly stepped to
a fire-bo- x and sounded the alarm. Then
came the clang ! clang ! of the engine bells
and the mad gallop of rushing horses ; the
hurrying crowds; sheets of flame burst from
the house, and billows of hot smoke poured
upwards. The Club of Curious Characters
was doomed, indeed.

In the gray dawn of the following morn-

ing there stood a tall, straight figure, looking
across the way at the yet smoking pile of
charred timbers and tumbled bricks. He
wore a black coat, buttoned tightly to his
chin, and his hands were clasped behind
him.

It was the Count P. D.
"Well," he muttered,-"tha- t ends the

J Jm J,
And he turned' upon his heel and walked

rapidly down the silent street.
The end.1

QUAY AT rilEOERICKSBUEG.

BY C. B. LOWER, WASUINGTOS, D. C.

Havo you ever heard told tho story
How Matthew Stanley Quay

Won a lot of fame and glory
One dark and bloody day ?

No? Then to you I'll tell it,
Though oft it has been told

By admiring comrades. "Well, it
Is a story never old.

Quay was Colonel of the regiment,
One hundred and thirty-fou- r,

That loyal Pennsylvania sent
To water with its goro

Tho boil of Old Virginia ; and
Of nil her gallant sons K

Nono braver fought in Southornjand ,

Or were handier with their guus SSS??

'Twns in the Fall of eixty-tw-o,

"Wheu Union stock was low,
And victories extremely few

And army movements slow,
That Quay had raised his regiment

And hastened to the front,
"With loyal heart and firm intent

To share the battle's brunt.

Along the hights of Falmouth then
Our army was encamped,

And on the Rappahannock's banks
Our watchful sentries tramped ;

"While Fredericksburg, that quaint old town,
Across the river lay,

And on the hights, out there beyond,
The rebs had come to stay.

There Quay took sick; nigh unto death
By fever he was brought;

Its promised ending lessened much
His chance of being shot;

For long and hard he fought for life,
Death tried to "run him in,"

But Quay came victor from this strife--lie
always fights to win.

But weak and worn was Col. Quay
When convalescence came;

His step was slow, and ihiu they say
His former stalwart frame.

Now, though to service in the field
His heart did him incline,

By shattered health compelled to yield,
He wisely did reaign.

Then through the system of red tape,
And courses roundabout,

An order came iu proper shape,
That Quay be mustered out.

Said Tyler, his superior then :
" Colonel, it gives me sorrow t

To see you mustered out to-da- y ;

We're going to light

Then up spoke Matthew StnnleyQuay,
While his eyes quick Hashing light,

Told that though weak his body was,
His soul was full of fight;

"Take back this cursed order; hero
I with my boys will stay.

And iu battle share
The fortune of the day."

Said Gen. Tyler, " It is too late,
O'Brian commands your men ;

And you are now, and from this date,
A private citizen."

Then wroth was Matthew Stanley Quay;
" Give, mo a musket, then

I'll go a private into the ranks,
And fight among my men."

In vain his comrades urged him then ;
" You're a fool," they bluntly said,

To think of fighting battles, when
You ought to bo in bed.

Firm as a rock, or an army mule,
This answer Quay did give :

"I'd rather be killed and called a fool,
Than callod a coward and live."

Said Tyler: "A private, well I know,
You are too weak to bo;

If into this battle you will go,
Be p to mo."

So Col. Matthew Stanley slaid,
And went into the fray ;

Serving as Gen. Tyler's Aid
All through that dreadful day

Of Frcdciicksburg, and everywhere
He on tho field appeared,

Tho boys paused in their fighting there,
And for him wildly cheered.

And wherever tho bullets fiercest storm,
And whorever tho hottest fray,

Through the battle's smoke was seen the form
Of Matthew Stanley Quay,

As ho led the way in that hopeless fight,
Wheio heroes died in vain,

On tho bloody slopo of that death-orowne- d hight
Which valor could not gain.

This iB the story of Col. Quay,
Who, to save his honor from doubt,

Went into the battle and fought all day,
When sick aud mustored oilt.

Now fill your glasso3g&now you're dry,
And drink this toalsive :

Hero's to him who rath, a fool would dlo,
Than as a coward live.

. rV!v --af?-

SMA1.0AH VALLEY.

Operations in Virginia During the

Year 1862.

GEF. ASHBY KILLED.

Jackson Desires to be Removed
to Richmond.

MORE DITIHE SERYIOE.

Escaping in Disorder Through
the .Back Door of the Inn.

BY DB. HENRY CAPEHAET, LATE BREVET

MAJOBGBNERAI,, 23. S. VOLUNTEERS, C0M--

MAKDIXG THIRI CAVALRY DIVISION,

KNOWN AS CDSTBR'S.

YII.
JLzJS ?& N the 6th Fremont's

advance was heyond
Harrisonburg, more
than 50 miles south
of Strashurg, and the
Englishman, in com-

mand of the 1st 3ST. J.
Cav. and a part of the
4th N. Y". Mounted
Rifles, was induced,

W I'll,, ' hy thenrgentpersna--

mmwMw sions and representa
tions of the scouts at

u ill wiih the front, to attack;
Cav.the 6th Ya.

bringing up the ene-

my's rear, the 2d and
7th grazing their
horses at the right of

ftuckfou the road, unaer Lien.

Ashhy. When the Englishman ordered a
charge, and advancing precipitately and
incautiously, the command was Tepulsed

and driven hack, Sir Percy himself and
Capts. Shelmire, Clark and Haines being
left in the hands of the enemy, with about
30 of the men. But the Bucktails going
in, supported by the 1st Pa. Cav., Ashby, re-

inforced by a regiment of infantry (the 5Sth
Va.), determined to ambush them, but "was
baffled and ambushed himself," as Munford
says, and surrendered his life. The engage-

ment was severe, and the Bucktails fought
slpendidly, sustaining considerable loss, Col.
Kane being wounded and takenprisoner,Capt.
Taylor also being captured, Capk Blanchard
shot through both legs, and Lieut. Swayne
wounded ; bat the ene'iy left them the field,

shearing off most of t"a&: wounded on horse-

back.
Ashby was indisputably a soldier of rare

brilliancy and ability, and gave promise of
great distinction. Jackson was nnder the
deepest obligations to him, yet he was suffi-

ciently ignoble to damn him nearly a year
after his death with faint praise, and, to
cover up his own failure to captnre the
greater part of Banks's army, preposterously
gave the blame to Ashby.

Shields was still where we left him, build-
ing a bridge to cross the river. At Harrison-
burg, Fremont, in the presence of an enter-
prising and able opponent, not to speak of a
Napoleon ov even a Lee, would have been in
a precarious situation, McDowell's flagrant
neglect to te, as ordered by the
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President, having left him isolated in the
enemy's country and considerably outnum-
bered, and the same as 50 miles away from
support. Had Jackson properly husbanded
his strength and kept it well in hand, ho
could have delivered at . Fremont, whose
fiber was not sufficiently firm for a hard
fight, a crushing blow, which Gen. Lee was
ardently anxious for, and conld then have
had the opportunity to make an attempt

TO CRUSH SHIELDS,
as ordered previously ; but the sober fact is
that, by his recklessly injudicious and eccen-

tric manner of movement, his force had he-co- me

appallingly diminished, which, with
tho serious blow of Ashby's death, then
fresh, had reduced him to a state of despond-
ency far removed from any thoughts of
making aggressive movements. He was
now more than willing, nay anxious, to
leave the Valley and proceed to Eichmond,
where, he had been told, a real victory had
been gained over McClellan, and where, it
will be remembered, he had been ordered to
hold himself in readiness to march. Indeed,
during the two previous days, between the
fear of Fremont and an ungrounded fear of
Shields, to whose united forces he should
not have been much inferior, he was so
shaken that ho had given preparatory or-

ders, and was on the point of quitting the
Valley without orders, leaving the rail-

road communication and Staunton to their
fate, at the same time calling frantically for
reinforcements, and representing that he
was contending against fearful oddsj but
by reason of Shields and Fremont's delay,
his fears became, in a measure, quieted, and
deeming himself safe for the present from
serious molestation, he concluded to inform
C4en, Johnston of his readiness to remove to
Richmond. He was, in person, now at Port
Republic, aoveral miles in advance of his

leading brigade, and on the road to Bielx-mon- d.

In a dispatch to Gen. Johnston, from
this place, on the 6th, he said: "Shoald say
command be required at Richmond I can he
at Mechnm's River Depot, on the Central
Railroad, the second day's march. At pres-
ent I do not sea that I can do mweh more
than rest my command, and devote its time
to drilling. If Shields crasees the Blue
Ridge, shall my entire command, or anypart
of it, move correspondingly? While I
rejoice at your success, yet I am grieved
to hear that you are wounded.'1 Be-
fore Gen. Lee received this he had
one or more dispatches of the same date
from Jackson (not recorded), concerning
which he said, the next day, in a communi-
cation to Secretary Randolph : K I grieve at
the death of Gens Ashby. I hope he will
find a successor. Gen. Stenart mentions
Col. Fitz Lee. I do not know whether he
could carry with him Ashby's men. How
would CoL Thoma3 T. Munford answer? He
seems to be a good officer, judging at this
distance. "We must endeavor to find, some
one. Send the Georgia regiments yon men-
tion. They will he of some help. We most
aid a gallant man, if we. perish." It is sofe
to conclude that they supposed atRiebraoad
Jackson was facing immense odds, whan, in
fact, Lee was more in need of reinforcoaents
than he, if relative numbers alwM wtw con-
sidered. The day following Lee je&
Jackson's dispatch to Johnston, as to bach
he said: K If Gen. Jackson is afe in his po-

sition,
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which seem3 to be the case, reinforcements
will be lost upon him. I have written him
to report what he can do, to rest and refresh
his men, and he prepared to unite with the
army near Richmond, if called on, bat not
to omit to strike the enemy if it can bedone
successfully." The dispatch was not re-

ceived by Jaekson until the 9th or 10th.
Johnston had, May 31 and June 1, strnek
McClellan hard enough to keep him quiet?,
and Lee, as before, was much more desirous
for Jackson to strike a blow in the Shenan-
doah than for his presence with him. In-
stead of concentrating and striking a blow
at Fremont, numerically inferior to Ma,
Jackson decided to divide his army, rest and
drill, and wait for reinforcements and orders
from Richmond ; content to remain unmo-
lested and without a thought of beginning a
fight. Saturday evening, the 7fch, Ewell,
with less than 5,000 men, was posted at Cross
Keys, about midway between Harrisonburg
aud Port Republic, and perhaps sir miles
from either, in a naturally strong position,
and with 16 cannon. The bulk of the army
lay near Port Republic, but on the opposite
or west side of the river, the trains, perked,
occupying the hfght3. Jackson himself,

f with his staff, was tarrying a the viHsge
inn, across the river from his army, the
river being crossed hy a covered wooden
bridge. Cavalry held the road on his side,
and picketed a short distance down, and
scout3 were about. All being qniet, and re-

ceiving no intelligence of any activity on
the part of the Federals, he retired to rest at
his inn, proposing to spend Sunday in the
manner most congenial to his disposition
in divine service with his troops, and in
private devotion and self-communi-

For several days there had been a small de-

tachment from Shields's command at Conrad's
Store, about 15 miles flown, under CeL .
Strange to say, Jackson's signal officers, who
had been watching from Peaked Mountain this
force and Shields with the main body, perhaps
20 miles farther down, had only the pravioas
evening left their post of observation possibly
to attend service with Jackson on Sunday.
Before daylight Sunday morning, aad perhaps
five miles down the river from Port Bepablie,
there was a party of 150 of the 1st W.Va. Cav.,
Capt. Robiusou's battery, and aboefc HOG in-

fantry, from various regiments, under the
Colonel from Conrad's, taking breakfttsfc and
feeding their horses, on the way to Waynes-
boro, 20 miles sooth of Port Republic, to burn
the bridge near there, and in the belief that
Jackson was heading for that pJee.

Shortly after sunrise the cavslry and artil-
lery were dashing into Port Republic, fthe in-

fantry following hard after Jackaoe's cav-

alry, which was retiring in pnaie and dfeerdes
beyond the village tfisgracefWJy, Jackson
says. Jackson, receiving a penciled note frem
Capt. Sipe, of his scouts, advising him of ear
approach, quickly followed by the more im-
pressive warning of clattering hooJa it is the
very first duty of a historian to be trutkftil
ESCAPED IN DISORDRR THROUGH THSaA'CK
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and mounting his horse, reached his army by
swimming the river. But some of bis stnlf
were not so fortunate, being captured is fcbofc
beds, though taking the accident with fawtgaing.
good-natur- e, and were taken to the Colonel.
The village was picketed, and guns were posted
to command the road to thesonth and Un bridge.
Capt. C. C. Krepps, with about ICO cavalry-
men, continued on and crossed the river, qRito
uuconscious of the proximity of Jackson's
army, though the white tops of the train had
been observed, and a large number of beef ent-

ile herded near by. Soon becoraisg awace
that the enemy was close at hand in great
numbers, he returned to the bridge, reported
bis discovery to the Colonel up at the village,
and asked for permission to burn the bridge,
holdiug it meantime with bis conmaad. Cel.

was yonng, handsome and fair, liked by
everybody, a thorough soldier educated at
West Point of indisputable eomrage, tried in
many fights thenceforth and to the end, and of
a Revolutionary family of high social distiae-tio- n

; but he had a weakness which he never
overcame. In the person of one of Uteesptered
officers he met an old-tim- e friend and class-
mate of the Military Academy. In the joy of
meeting bottloo were interchanged, ami streams
of Federal Bourbon and Confederate applejack
niingliug and uniting their maueaee with a
flood of memories, there can be little doubt that
for some moments, all too brief, in the minds
of those young officers. Secession was at an end.
the "cruel war" over, and the glorioos Uaieu
again restored. But the Colonel's jndgaieafe
naturally became aifected, to the exclusion of
a dear sense of his obvious duty, and when the
soldier delivered his message ftom Krepes the
Colonel treated it with scorn, branded Krepps
most unjustly as a coward, and commanded,
loudly, that the bridge should be held at all
hazards. A second and mora pressing request,
with an explanation of the situation, met with
a like reception. Meanwhile Jaek3ons drums
sounded to arms; lSgunswent into position on
the hights, infantry was moved to their sup-
port, and Taliaferro's Brigade moved to reeover
possession of the bridge under are of some of
Robinson's guns, losing three men. Thoa
our infantry made its appearance en tha
road to the bridge. Booming of cannon was
also heard in Jackson's rear. Fremont, with


